3o4      FROM   A   COLLEGE   WINDOW
It makes enormously for the happiness and con*
venience of every one about us. In the old-
fashioned story-books a prodigious value, perhaps
an exaggerated value, was set upon time ; one
was told to redeem the time, whatever that might
mean. The idea! mother of the family, in the
little books which I used to read in my child-
hood, was a lady who appeared punctually at
breakfast, and had a bunch of keys hanging at
her girdle. Breakfast over, she paid a series of
visits, looked into the larder, weighed out stores,
and then settled down to some solid reading or
embroidered a fire-screen; the afternoon would
be spent in visits of benevolence, carrying portions
of the midday dinner to her poorer neighbours ;
the evening would be given to working at the
fire-screen again, while some one read aloud,
Somehow it is not an attractive picture, though it
need not have been so dull as it appears. The
point is whether the solid reading had a useful
effect or not. In the books 1 have in view, it
generally led the materfamilias into having an
undue respect for correct information, and a
Pharisaical contempt for people who indulged
their fancy. In Harry and Lucy, for instance,
Lucy, who is the only human figure in the